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practical nations. It will do you good. I am sorry that I
am so deeply engaged now. My chasseur, Lausanne, will
travel with you. He is the best travelling servant in the
world. He served me when I was your age. He is one of
the few people in whom I have unlimited confidence. He
is not only clever, but he is judicious. You will write to
me as often as you can. Strelarnb,' and here he rang the
bell, ' Strelamb has prepared all necessary letters and bills
for you/ Here the functionary entered. * Mr. Strelamb,'
said my father, c while you explain those papers to Count
Contarini, I will write to the Duke of Montfort.'

I did not listen to the private secretary, I was so asto-
nished. My father, in two minutes, had finished his letter
4 This may be useful to you, Oontarini. It is to an old
friend, and a powerful man. I would not lose time about
your departure, Contarini. Mr. Strelamb, is there no
answer from Baron Engel ? '

* My lord, the carriage waits,' announced a servant.

' I must go. Adieu ! Contarini. Write when you arrive
at Paris. Mr. Strelamb, see Baron Engel to-night, and
send me a courier with his answer. Adieu ! Contarini.' *

He extended rote his hand. I touched it slightly. I
never spoke. I was thunderstruck.

Suddenly I started up and rang the bell. c Send me
Lausanne !' I told the servant.

Lausanne appeared. Had my astonishment not been
excited by a greater cause, I might have felt considerable
surprise at my father delegating to me his confidential
domestic. Lausanne was a Swiss, about my' father's age,
with a frame of iron, and all the virtues of 3ais mountains.
Ho was, I believe, the only person in whom my father
placed implicit trust. Bat I thought not of this then.
' Lausanne, I understand you are now in my service.'

He bowed.

* I liave no doubt I shall find cause to confirm tiie con-